CHAPTER   SIX
Ad Astra?
last chapter was called 'Swanson on Sky-
JL scrapers/ It might just as well have been called
'Skyscrapers on Swanson.' For it is abundantly evi-
dent that these buildings were pressing heavily on
her mind.
It is time that the skyscraper 'complex' was
seriously analysed. So far we have only flirted with
it. Physicians refer vaguely to the possibility of
heightened blood-pressure, nerve-specialists mutter
a few platitudes about dizziness and insomnia. The
only people who seem to show any particular interest
are foreign militarists, who lick their lips at the
thought of the titanic slaughter which they could
accomplish in the space of three minutes, given a
squadron of aeroplanes and an adequate supply of
explosives.
Yet, the skyscraper 'complex* exists. I have had
it myself and it is as embarrassing as sea-sickness.
At the moment of writing, I am cured, - indeed, I
am longing to take once more the journey to the
stars, to lean out of a window and throw darts at the
moonj to feel that superb sense of exhilaration which
comes to all those who have suffered from the terror
of the heights, and have conquered it.
But in the old days it was very different. When
arriving at some new hotel, I would pause before
choosing my room* Should it be high up or low
down? If it was high up one knew that there would
be a long way to fall when the building collapsed.
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